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| Mintas loved Cleris that fair one, 


Which made her cry to Cupid out foꝛ aid, 
Help Cupid help, a poo2 diſtreſſed Maid: 


To give a wound that cannot cured be. 


Have J a tongue, ard pet J dare not ſpeak * 

Þave A a heart, and pet it will not break? 

Mave Ja hand, and vet J dare not Waite, 

To him that is mv love and hearts delight? 
why fhould, & c. 


Men they may ſpeak, but Paidens Modell y, 


J oꝛbids the ſame, O cruel Deſtinv, 
How ſhould the ſecrets of our hearts be ſown, 


why thould, &c, ; 


The Tune is, The Fl avaring Stiries in the Air, 
| Yrs; 3 


and Cloris lov'd Amintas though unknown — is no balſom that can cure my ſmart, þ 


why ſhould the God of love deal thus with me, 


{When by our woꝛds we dare not make it known, 


* 
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find my epes too ſoon deceive my heart, 


Wut the ſweet countenance of my deareſt fri 


d, 


Map crown. my joys, and bꝛing my griefto end; 


why ſhould, & c. 


Pow happy are they that ne'r receiv'd a wound, 

N92 yet have been in Cupids pound ? 

How happy are they that nothing can remove, 

Chat never felt the power oz fozce of love? 
why ſhould, & c. 


Mhy do 3 live to ſec this diſmal day? 


J map not ſpeak, ne2 pet foꝛ pitty pay, 


£22 pet to any can J make my Poan? 


J map not ſpeak,ro2 make my grievance 1 ; 


why ſhould the God of love deal thus withſe, 


to give a wound, a u ourd;that cannot curecbe 
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AN eas with Queen Dido plaid the thief, obs muſt A wander over Hills and Rocks, 
Me ftole her heart e left her full of grief, To find Amintas and fozſake my Flocks ; 
But my Amintas little knows that J, Farewel content, and farewel liberty, 

Do love him now with true fidelity: Cloris is now in pain, but cannot dve : 

why ſhould the God of love deal thus with me, why ſhould, &c. 


to give a wound,a wound, that cannot cured be : | 
Baſpkul Amiatas thou haſt known my heart, 
Tell him you wandꝛing ſpirits in the air, Why doſt not thou thy mind to me impart ? 


Where J remain whom he eſteems ſo dear, Tell him you wandzing ſpirits in the Air, 


Let him not pine noꝛ languiſh thus foz me, Had he done ſo, J would have eas' d his cares, 
Cloris, Cloris, Amintas lovcth thee, why ſhould, &c, 14 


why ſhould, &c, ; 
| Amintas comes, and hearing her ſay fa, 
Farewel my flock, fo ſhe that's thus unſure, Quick! ſtep'd in, and eas d her of her woe, 


And led awey with e very look and lure, Thus love pou ſce can ever find the wap, 
M hat care cen ſhe have of her tender ſheep, Ts make young men, and pꝛetty Laſſes obi p: 
When as her ſelt ſhe can no better keep * Now Cloris thou canſt not Cupid blame, 
why thould, &c, He gave a wound, and ſal ve to cure the ſame, 
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